must give up all dreams or continuing beyond, the grammar school.
iThere was a stillness in our kitchen.
Then in a voice of rare tenderness father told me that he wished me to grow up a pride to our people, quiet, modest, a good home maker. I was to marry; I too could be another Rachel, another Rebecca. All I could think of while he was speaking was that in two months my school days would be gone forever. I could not answer. I could only look dumbly at mother who was nervously clasping and unclasping her hands. When father had gone she climbed on a chair, for mother is a very little woman, and gave me my book. We said nothing to father's words; my parents have been lovers always and mother closed any protests made to her by saying, " He is the father."
Father always walks with his lips close
shut, his hands tense, and his large hazel eyes
raised, as if looking into distant skies.    His
attitude and his gait are deeply expressive of
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